THE EARTH BEING TROUBLED

A BOOK of pictures and a catalogue of names had caused
the disquiet. It was some years since we had seen the purple
and dun of the moors that stretch from Bampton to Porlock,
from Winsford to Morthoe, or the sombre, less orthodox
beauty of the other moors from Ivybridge to Oxehampton,
from Bovey to Launceston; the villages whose cottage
designs need take no shame from the architectural charms
of the Gotswolds; the rivers and brooks whose very names
have an exorcising sound when deleterious thoughts obsess.
There was no hurry to revisit them while memory retained
their assurance of tranquillity and well-being in a world of
unrest. Their genial images were cloistral refuges, and meant
safety. There was an inn farm on an unfrequented road which
had been built by workmen in Tudor days who were poets in
their way: the inn matched the deep seclusion of the farm,
and was autumn-coloured by the friendly years. But the keen
eye of one of our conquerors who was harrying the West had
seen possibilities in this gem which never could have occurred
to the rustic dullards who made it. He annexed the inn, con-
verted the barns into dance rooms and the farm lands into
golf links, and brightened up the landscape with chromatic
noticeboards. It is now "Half- Way House", where charabancs
and motor-cars rest joyful travellers on their way from one
dance hall to the next. Not far off we can consider the pylons
how they grow. The sense of age and fulfilment is increased
by the iron straddles and festoons of the Electricity Com-
missioners. We had heard all this, but nursed still a secret
hope, for there was news that two miles of holiday huts which
had made what was a glorious reach of coast take on the ap-
pearance of a large poultry run had been swallowed by the
angry sea. Not a wrack was left by Nature in her gesture
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